The two English were probably not the sort of people
who took photographs. Mrs Clandon-Hartley would prob-
ably disapprove. As for Herr Schimler, I was beginning
to think that it was hardly worth while bothering to
collect more evidence against him. Still, Beghin had asked
for the information; he should have it. Koche? Well, we
would see. I rolled over on my stomach out of the shadow
of the sunshade. The sand was hot and the sun very
strong. I draped a towel over my head. By the time the
Skeltons, dripping and exhausted, rejoined me I was
asleep.

Young Skelton poked me in the ribs.

'Time to eat/ he said.

The essence of all good plans, I reminded myself as 1
ate my lunch, was simplicity. My plan was simple, all
right.

One of twelve persons had my camera. I had an identi-
cal camera belonging to that same one person. Beghin
had pointed out that when and if that person discovered
the loss of his or her photographs, he or she would be
anxious to recover them. Now, for all that person knew,
they were still in the camera. Therefore, if that person saw
an opportunity of re-exchanging the cameras, he or she
would certainly take it.

My idea was to plant the Contax I had in some con-
spicuous place at a time when all the guests would have
an opportunity of seeing it, retreat somewhere whence I
could see the camera without being seen and wait for
results. If nothing happened it meant that the exchange
of cameras had not yet been discovered. In that case no
damage would be done. If something did happen, then I
would know beyond doubt the identity

I had given much thought to the question of where to